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Advertiſement to the Reader. 


Sh to Virtuous Modeſty is as unpleaſant, as too much Violence to the 
Bluſhes of « Tender Virgin. To blaſk a Poet in the Bloſſom, had there 
aot been ſome extraordinary Life and Heat in the Root, were enough to detroy all 
the latter Fruits of his Maſe. And verily, when 1 ſaw lying neglected pon 
the cola Stall, my Eſſay apon Paſtoral, as alſo an Elegy on the Death of the late 
Bleſſed Queen; I was not a little concernd at the hard Uſage I met with from the 
World ; and that I, who had endeavour*d in ſome meaſure to gratifie Mankind, 
ſhould find no more favour from them. But when T perceivd all this while T 
was taken for another Per(on, it obliged me to take the firſt Opportunity of ap« 
pearing again in Print, and to diftinguiſh my felf from my Name-ſake after © 
the manner I have done in the Title-Page. So that ſince in this matter the | 
World has laboured under a miſtake, T hope I ſhall not ſuffer in my Reputation,” 
upon the account of another man. For indeed (in a word) when I write like my 
Name-ſake, I ammilling (but not before) to undergo the ſame Condemnation. 
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Song of Menalcas, 


A 


PASTORAL 


Daphnis perceiving Mcnalcas to be wery Melancholy, 
ſolicites the Swain to let bim know the cauſe. Afier 
ome little Diſcourſe, Menalcas tells him 1here was 
® 4 borrid Defign laid againſt their Flocks, and«that 
©; the Chief of the Shepherds was to bavebeen Slain. 
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Daphnis aud Menalcas. 


Da. Enalcas, lay, whatis it thee invites, 


Thus to prolong with care , the tedious 
Nights? | 
What meantheſe doubts and fears within thy brealt £ 
Why fo diſturb'd ? and why to void of reſt ? 
Thou 
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Thou who at Comws Feaſt, *mongſt all the throng, 


AppcardMo gay, fo beautiful and young, 

Charming each Nymph with thy mellifluous tongue. 

Say now, whence comes the caule of all this orief ? 

Lnfold your mind, and you may meet relict ; 

Thy throbs and fighs declare it to be great, 
Therefore in words, tro me, your thoughts repeat. 

Me. indulgent Swain, ſhou'd I to thee impart, - 

The torrent of my Wo, and why my Heart 

T hus troubled is, (alchothou doelt excel 

| Inallthat*s good, like whom few Pipeſo well) 

A finking terror, wow'd thy Limbs o*re-ſpread, 
And rhou, to me, would'ft ſeem, like one that's Dead. 

Da. Ahme | ſome ſad miſchance, hath ſure befel 

1 hee, or thy Flocks, but which I cannot tell. 


Me. Fond Swain ! look how the prettyKids do play, 


How merrily they dance the time away, 


To whom the Night's as pleaſant as the Day. 
Lo! Bulls and Heiters, wanton midſt the Boughs, 
W here Swains, with Nymphs, pertorm their Mar- 
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'The alluring Ewes, with ſportive Rams do rove, 
Paſſing from ſhade to ſhade, and Grove to Grove, 
W here they promiſcuouſly do joyn in Love. 
Behold how all the Vales and Fields do ſmile, 
Pleas'd with the Joy and Glory of the Iſle. 
Yer ah! a Race of Men more cruel far, 
Than the fierce Scythians, who delight in War, 
Againſt our Flocks a dire Deſign have laid, 
And we by them had like thave been betray*d- 
For now theGods our Shepherdeſs have tafne, 
Theſe barbfrous Men woufd have deſtroy*d our 
SWaull 

Da: A ſecret Horror doth my body ſeize, 
And my cold blood within my Veins does freeze: 
Black was the Deed! Inhumane the Defogn ! 
W hen *ainſt our Flocks Men did with Hell combine; 


| Nay, did they think to kill the righteous Pan, 


Lord of theſe Woods, and Glory of the Plain ? 


* Infernal Wretches, what coufd ever move, 


Your 1 yger-Souls thus inclement to prove ? 
W har, kill thatOwain whom Gods and Nympbs fo love? 
B Me. Th 
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Me. The 1llluſtrious Race of Pan is known to all. 
And him the Great 4rcadian Prince they call : 
lis Deeds alone proclaim his Noble Blood, 
Divine in Meen, and in his Face a God. 

W here &'re he moves, he kindly does diſpence 
Life to the Soul, and Virtue to the Senſe. 
Eafie his Rule, when all our Kine do feed, 
Without diſturbance, in the golden Mead. 
Still as the Sun withdraws his beams of Light, 
And Day reſigns his Empire to the Night: 
Unto the Fold his Sheep Comatas drives, 


And Merry Bees go loaded to their Hives, - 

With Honey dropping from their tender thighs. 
Produ& of Bliſs! the Dam preſerves her Fawn, | 
And Love exerts his Pow*r in eviry Lawn. : | 
Here, under Pan, wereſt ſecure from Noile, | 


And Swains with Nymphs prolong their lives in joys. 

W hat in theſe happy times cou'd Men diſpleaſe, 

Did they Rebel, as blels*d with too much Eaſe ? 
To think to murder Pan, it was fo baſe, 


/ That time it ſelf can nefre the Fatt erale. 


Wild 
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VW 11d Horror all the Plain dis ſpread around, 


And Kids with Grief, lie trembling on theground: 
Look, Daphnis, on that Lamb, rs Legs how mal] ! 
And yonder Goat, as vex*d, kicks down the Pal]. 


Da. Menalcas, now thy charming tongueſurceafe, 
And Funo, to my labfring breaſt give cafe. 


On that curs*d Day, {ure Phebys will not riſe, 

To drive his Chariot thro*® the Eaſtern Skies ; 

But all the Heav*ns will Dark and gleomy be, 

Ecre yet dim Chaos did begin to ſee. 

Me.Then,tender Swain, kt*s walk to yonder ſhade, 

W here Battus Pipfd unto the Spartan Maid: 

Or lt us now remove to yonder Grove, 

W here Venus usd to toy and ſport with Love: 

Tuning my Layes, ander an Oak Ifle jg, 

The Nobleſt of the Swains, a Godlike Kang. 
Da. Nature in eviry Drels appears ſerene, 


Sweet are the Flow*rs, and charming is the Green. 


Than in thisGrove, not things more peaceful were, 

When firſt the World became the Tillers Care : 
Here in this ſhade, the Birds and Springs conſpire, 

To warm thy thought, and raiſe the Muſes fire. 
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Tune then thy charming Layes, begin thy Dong, 


My lifining Ear depends upon thy Tongue. 

Me. O Pow Divine ! aſſiſt me whilſt I ſong, 
A Royal Hero, and a Godlike King. 
Here, in the: blels*d Arcadian Land, doth flow; 
W hat Heav*n in Canaan did on Man beſtow. - 
Honey and Milk we in abundance have, 
Laviſh of Natures gifts, yet none can fave. 
Of everything an affluence here is, 
T hat either charms the Eye, or raiſes Bliſs. 
The Goddeſs Ceres, here, doth ſhew her Face, 
And with her' Preſence, all our Fields does grace. 
Woman, Mankind's Delight,and Heaveres chief care, 
Than in Arcadia, there are none more fair, 
Divine their Necks, and lovely is their Hair. 


Streams of freſh Pleaſures, w' in Arcadia had, 


| Nor cou'd we ought diſtinguiſh here was bad, 


Srill-was the Night, ſerene the blistul Day, 

W hilewe on Molly Bank ſupinely lay. 

Yet, ah! too ſoon this happy ſcene withdrew, 
And Prieſts did all our former woes renew : 
For:then upon the Throne a King did fit, 

Not ane toRale; much leis three Kingdoms fir. 


Nature did all her Beauteous Charmes diſplay, : 


A 


195t ten» REIN 1294 > hb OR RE Bore OI nr ms + A PP rn OE 


I es ct ts ME 


C91 
A Prince fond in belief, of little fire, 


Perverle in Will, impetuous in deſire: 


He vainly thought the Scripturestotraduce, 

And hop'd by * Fools, the Learned to ſeduce. 5,127 

This zealous King, fo ill the Scepter {way*d, 

That with good will, he was by tew obey*d : | 
The people all unealte with his Yoke, | 
To their Aſſiſtance, Venus did invoke, 


And pray*d ſhe woufd the great /Eneas (end, 
That fo by him their miſeries might end. 
ZEneas was a Prince of Heavenly Birth, 

Like other Men, not form*d of Vulgar Earth, 
Sprung from the Gods ; the feed this Hero made, 
Was fuchas that, when ove with Leda laid. 

To either Pole is known /Eneas Fame, 

And all his mighty Deeds, his looks proclaim. 
Survey the Hero, as he paſſes there, 

Squadrons, Battahons in his tace appear, 

Serene his Brow, and Godlike is his Are. 

At our troubles much the pious Prince did grieve, 
He ſaw our Dangers, and he brought Relief. 
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W hen the good Prince now {acritice had done, 
And Venus gave her bleſſing roher Son ; 
The Weather faw, and proſperous the Gale 
Pious Eneas with his Fleet et fail, 

Scarce had he got three leagues from off the thore, 


Efre ſtormy billows did begin toroar. =C By 
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Ly vaulted Waves, to high the ſhips were toſt, 
\L har they, amidſt the Clouds, all feem*d as loſt ; 
Then from an high, with force they plung'd again, 
Breaking the Szrges, as they croſt the Main. 
The Sex fch Prince, onland by tempeſts caſt, 
Whoſe Mind's as Nobleas his Soul is valt ! 
The Prieſts ſeem*d doubrtul of the great Event, 
And jude*d theſe (rgns, asevil Omens ſent. = | | 


AEneas more knowing yet, in Heav*ns Will | 
Gently rebuk?d them, tor their weaker kill. 
In Juſt Diſdain he put again to Sea, 

W ith tull-ipread fails, through ſtorms be urg*d bi way. 
When to th* Arcadian Coealt the 'Prince arrivd, 

He was by all with Love and Joy received. 


Not by /Eneas ſought, a Crown they gave, 
For with his preſence, he their lives did fave, 
And ſtopt th' impending terrors of the Grave. 


Nobly to aſſert our liberties he came, 

W hilſt envious Monarchs trembled at his Name. 
Formfd im an Heavenly Mould this Hero was, 

His wondrous Deeds! the Poets Heads ſurpals. 

ii on his {ide the largeſt Troops are (lain, 

His ſ-ngle Perſon can a ViGory gain. This 
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This Geninueof the World, to all grves light, 


And with amazing lufire \trikes the frpbt. 
Pompey and Ceſar were mean Men to thee, 

For trom the Gods thou claim®ſt thy Pedigree. 
In Battle none fo brave, in Council wiſe, 
Thunder iths Arms, and Lightning in his Eyes. 
From his bleſt lips a word ne're ſlipt away, 

Burt what chaſte Nuns might at the Altar ſay. 
Mild is his Voice, his Geftures all Divine, 

in him the Hero, and the God do joyn. 

Good to excels ! to all of Mercy free, 

As Aiax bold, but full of lenity. 

Againſt a Prince fo brave, {c- good as this ! 
Who cou*d &re think, or a&, or ſpeakargils ? 
Yet, ah|whenSwainsandNymphsne're dreamt of harny 
But with a mutual heat their breaſts did warm, 


W hen in each others Arms they kindled fire, 
Fanning the Embers that increagd defire, 
Till cager Love did in loft Flame expire ! 

When Lambs unto their Evening-W atrings went, 
Still as the* Meſſenger of Night was ſent: 


S - vening-Star. 


W hen all our Herds from danger free, they ted, 

As we ſecurely ſlept on Verdant Bed, ; 

| And Peace throf every Vale and Grove was ſpread, 
Men 
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Men in Tartarian Works, o'th* deepeſt skill, 
T reacherouſly meant our Royal Paz to kill, 
And ſacred Blood on curſed Ground to ſpill. 
Ah me! how fatal wou'd the ſtroke have been, 
If Swains their. Shepherd ſhou'd no more have ſeen ! 
The Birds with Grief would then forbear to ſing, 
Flowers wou*d fade, and Lambs negle@ the fpring. 
Confuſion then in e'ry part would Reign, 
Diſmal the Groves, and Defart all the Plain q 
The wideſt Rivers wouldto Rivflets turn; 


Andev*ry Nymph like Niobe woufd mourn. 


Blefi Pow'r ! in whom we now ſurvivethis Plot, 
Þy #s may nefre thy goodneſs be forgot : 
Teach ushoaw we thy Godhead ſhouf'd invoke, 


_ As, with, pure Incenſe all our Altars ſmoke. 


More glorious times than theſe were never known, 

For none- but | Heroes can adorn a 'Throne. 

lien the bright Steeds of Day approach'd thee, 

And both hel Swains compos'd their /boughts torelt. 
+ {NYT S: 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
AN Effay upon Paſtoral, as alſo an Elegy Dedicated to the ever 
Bleiſed Memory of Her molt Serene Marty, MART IE. late Queen 
of England, by the fame Author, is to be Sold 
fi of the Hary Th St. Paul's Church Ss 
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